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Then, in spring full of the fragrance of the sweet Madhavl creeper, is
born Rati, the goddess of love. Trees take up weapons of flowers and start
to fight the love-lorn. Madana enters the battlefield and blows his trumpet,
the Malaya breeze. Bees, his soldiers, bustle about, and cuckoos sound a
clarion call...

All gardens begin to bear the weapons of the god who shoots flower-
arrows. Bees spread everywhere.

When people, fascinated, see bees sitting on a Scvanti flower, they say
that Rahu has eclipsed the moon.

Another short and interesting poem of the kind is
Vasantavilflsa, The Joys of Spring, believed to have been
composed in the beginning of the fifteenth century. The
poem was found in an illuminated manuscript containing
paintings in the style of Ajanta, which was favoured by the
Gujarati painters of the time.1 A love-lorn bride, oppressed
by the fresh beauties of the spring, expresses her feelings
thus:

Stop, friend cuckoo. Why sing so much ? I am forlorn; my lord is far
away; I cannot take delight in. pleasure. My garland is a burden on my breast.
Friend, ornaments are like blazing fire to me. Perfume does not
attract me; nor does the moon fascinate me. Friend, my body is athrob
with pain; fine raiment no longer charms me; rny food is tasteless to-day;
even sweet water tastes flat.

Full moon, why do you give me pain ? Why ? Dark-spotted one, why
kill a helpless woman ? Consider well: if you kill me, it will be sinful.

Bee, why not leave me alone ? My body is frail. Moon ! Torturer!
We have no old scores to pay.2

1.   N. C, Mehta, Studies in Indian Painting. Chapter IL
2.
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